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	Spilled Milk

_A/N: So. Yeah. I'm back!_

_This story is quite different than my last contribution, particularly concerning the fluff-to-angst ratio. Whereas that was fluff, this is angst. Sorry, not sorry._

_._

_This takes place after the disastrous Vesting Ceremony Incident. Flint is dejected, and Sam is just wondering how to cheer him up. More or less a missing scene, because wow. How _did _he get that crap out of his hair?_

_._

_Warnings: Um. None. A character with low-self-esteem, I guess? Mostly just innocent, fully clothed hair-washing. So chillax. _

_._

_Disclaimer: I'm sure that the owners of this franchise have better things to do than sue me. But in case they decide that "lol let's sue a seventeen year old": I do not own it, and I am (sadly) making no profit from this. Alas._

_._

_Enjoy._

* * *

><p>Sam isn't sure what to do about this situation.<p>

She had tried to be supportive, but secretly she had thought that Flint might be getting a little ahead of himself with this Thinkwanot thing. It wasn't that she didn't have confidence (pride) in him and his inventions; it was simply that, well- Flint had thrown himself into this with all his heart and soul (as he did with everything). She hadn't wanted him to get hurt.

She should have said something.

Well, hindsight is twenty-twenty, she thought as she squeezed a dollop of shampoo into her palm. What she should or should not have done was in the past now, and irrelevant in sight of the problem before her: namely, one Flint Lockwood, sitting slump-shouldered in front of her, his hair dyed a myriad of bright colors.

She had known for sure that the Celebrationator was a bad idea, but.

But.

Well, no use crying over spilled milk, she thought as she reached out and pressed her palm to the glittery, garish mop before her, smearing the shampoo around. At least one of them needed to remain positive, and it certainly wasn't going to be Flint, who continued to sit still as she trickled water from a glass onto the top of his head and started to lather. It would have been better if they had done this before the glue had a chance to set in, but alas. While Flint had been able to get the invention's remains off of his face, he had been unable to do so with his hair, and well, what were girlfriends for?

She frowned, surveying the mess before her, removing her fingers from the wet, clingy strands and picking up the bottle again. She tipped it towards her open palm before reconsidering and simply squeezing the remains of the bottle directly onto his scalp. There wasn't that much left anyway.

As she resumed her scrubbing, she noticed his shoulders shift in what could only be a sigh. She bit her lip, wondering what she could possibly say to make him feel better.

(Well, if she had said something earlier to prepare him for this possibility-) Shut up.

"Wow," she said brightly. "This stuff is almost stickier than your spray-on shoes. Hey, you should market it as instant wallpaper, wouldn't that be cool? One press of a button and bam! The entire room is wallpapered-"

"It would stick to the people too."

Sam blinked. Yes, she supposed. But that could be remedied, he could put a time lapse on the release-

She went to say this, but before she had the chance, there came the soft, dejected, oft-repeated phrase, barely legible: "Nothing I make works."

Sam sighed, working her fingers deeper into his scalp before reaching under the counter for another bottle of shampoo. She paused to read the label, noting that it was a different scent than the kind she had previously used. Well, she thought, shrugging. It would smell weird, but as long as it got the glue out…

As she applied a generous amount, he slumped forward, face falling into his palms, hair flopping forward over his forehead. She quickly reached down and cupped her hand under the offending locks, catching suds in her palm as she pulled them back up, simultaneously using the other hand to tug on his hair in an attempt to coax his head back up.

"You're gonna get soap in your eyes if you don't sit up, Flint."

"I don't care."

Sam felt her anger flare, and bit the inside of her cheek to keep it contained. She loved this man, but his tendency to take the blame entirely on himself whenever he screwed up drove her _insane. _She wished he would realize that he didn't need the approval of _everyone, _and that if he was holding out for such a thing, he was always going to be disappointed.

God, she hated to see him disappointed.

As it was, she simply dug her fingers in harder, rubbing clumps of strands between her fingers to separate them and relieve them of the Celebrationator's remnants.

Before long, she was looking at a mass of (faintly pink) suds, and she figured that perhaps it was time to rinse, and see what she had to work with.

"Stand up for a minute," she whispered, touching his shoulder. He complied, slack-limbed as she directed him to lean over the sink while she poured water over his head, slowly rinsing out the suds. He didn't even sputter when the water poured over his face (she cupped her hand over his face anyway, directing the flow away from his eyes and nose). She sighed internally.

When Flint got down, he got _down._

When all the suds were more or less gone, she looked down and inspected his hair, noting that, alas, glitter and paint remained.

"Well, Flint, I guess we'll just have to try again. You know the saying: if at first you don't succeed-"

She left the statement hanging, and simply watched as he only seemed to sink further into his seat.

She closed her eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath as she popped the cap on a bottle of body wash (their supply of shampoo had been exhausted; this would just have to do).

She threaded her fingers through his hair, for the moment simply letting them rest there in the strands.

_(She should have said something.)_

* * *

><p><em>AN: Don't hate meeeeeee._

_Um. Yeah. Angst. Whoohoo!_

_._

_Please leave a review! Constructive criticism is accepted and appreciated. _

_Flames are not, and I will ROFL at you if you waste your time writing one. _

_._

_Thanks for reading!_


End file.
